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training. The pupils drew impeccable plans, carefully shaded
their wash drawings, and meticulously traced their sections.
They discussed their future careers, brilliant connections,
carriages, parties and parades. They fomented rebellions
against the oppression of the veterans. Then, upon the recom-
mendation of a chief conductor, the two enemy classes would
embrace and vow eternal manly friendship.
The discipline was extremely rigid. Its purpose was to tame
the young and make them hardy, and for this end any means
was good, but above all the'whip. One pupil of this school
later wrote in his memoirs: "There were cases in the regi-
ment of the nobility, when for a simple error made in the
exercises, the pupils were whipped so severely that they had
to be carried out of the riding hall on a blanket, half-dead."
Feodor went into this small, naive, but brutal and over-
stimulating world straight from a sheltered family existence.
He was at that time a thickset boy, round-faced, snub-nosed,
with a pale, freckled complexion. His light chestnut hair was
close cropped. His wide, high forehead surmounted deep-
set gray eyes, embarrassingly intense in their gaze. His eye-
brows were thin, his lips thick, his face sad, drawn and
worried. He did not wear his uniform well. He was nick-
named Photius, after the inspired heresiarch who founded
the Orthodox Church.
The first contacts with his comrades were painful.
"How stupid they looked," he writes, in his Notes from the
Underground. "In our school the expression of the boys'
faces degenerated into brurishness. Children who had entered
it beautiful and healthy became monstrous after a few years.
At the age of sixteen I looked upon them with somber sur-
prise. I was amazed by the pettiness of their thoughts, games,
conversations and occupations. They respected only success.